i92                MARY STUART.              ACT v.

Receive his blessing.   Let our supper be

Served earlier in than wont was: whereunto

I bid my true poor servants here, to take

Farewell and drink at parting to them all

The cup of my last kindness, in good hope

They shall stand alway constant in their faith

And dwell in peace together: thereupon

What little store is left me will I share

Among them, and between my girls divide

My wardrobe and my jewels severally,

Reserving but the black robe and the red

That shall attire me for my death: and last

With mine own hand shall be my will writ out

And all memorials more set down therein

That I would leave for legacies of love

To my next kinsmen and my household folk.

And to the king my brother yet of France

Must I write briefly, but a word to say

I am innocent of the charge whereon I die

Now for my right's sake claimed upon this crown,

And our true faith's sake, but am barred from sight

Even of mine almoner here, though hard at hand \

And I would bid him take upon his charge

The keeping of my servants, as I think

He shall not for compassionate shame refuse,

Albeit his life be softer than his heart;

And in religion for a queen's soul pray

That once was styled Most Christian, and is now

In the true faith about to die, deprived

Of all her past possessions.    But this most